SThcTragcdle 

And called it Rugc-moum,at which name I ftarted, 
Becaufea Bard of/reland told me once 
/fhouid not liuelongaftcr /faw Richmond. 

B?*c. My Lord. 

Kin z. Awhars a clocke? 

Bhc. /am thus bold to put your grace in mindc 
Of what you promifdc me. 

King. tVc. )i, but whats a docket* 

Buc. V pon the ftroke of ten. 

King. Welt) let it flrike. 

Buc. Why let it (hike? 

Ktna. Beeaufe that like a Iackc fhou keepft the ftrokc 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
lam notin the giuingvamc.ro day. 

Brtt\ Why then rtfoiiie (tie whether you will or no? 

K. Tut, tut, thou trouble!} me, /am notin thevaine. Exit. 
Bttc h it eucn fo /rewards he my true fcruice 
With flich deepe con tempt, finide / him king for this? 

O let me thinke on Ha (rings, and begone 
To Biecnock, while my fearefui 1 head is on. Exit. 
Enter Sir franc is Ttrrell . 

Tir. The tyr annous and bloudie deed is done, 

The moll arcn-ael of pitteous matfacre. 

That cucr yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Loire ft whom /did fubborne 
To dothisruthfull peeceef butchery. 

Although they were flcfht villains. bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tendctnclfcand kind cornpnfioi?,’ 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftorics: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton laie thofe tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forrcft girdling one another 
Within their innocent aLbiafterarmes, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a flaJke, 

Which in their fo miner beautie kift each other 
A bcokeofpraiers on their pillow laie, * 

Which once quoth Foirdf a.'moftchaned my minde, 

But O the diuel J there the viliaineftopr, 

Whilft Dighton thus told on wefmothered 


The 


of Richard the third. 

Themofl replcnifhcd fwcctworke ofnaturr. 

That from the prime crcationeuer lie (ran.de, 

They could not fpcake,and fo /left them both, 

To bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 

Entering Richard . 

And here he comes. All bade my foueraigne liege. 

Etna. Kind Tirrell,am /happie.m thy newes ? 

Ttrji to haue done the thing you gauc in charge 
Begttyour happincife , be bappie then, 
for it is done my Lord. 

King. But didft thou fee them dead? 

Tir. /did my Lord. 

King And buried gentleTirrell? 
f ir. The Chaplaine ofthe Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in what place /do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper, 

And thoufhalt tell thcprocefle of their death, 

Mcanetime bur thinkc how / may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit, Tirrell. ■ 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue /pent vp clofe, 

Hisdaughter meanly haue l match tm marriage, 

Thcfonncs ofEdward (leepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know theB.utainc Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizdoeth rry brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore thecrowne, 

To her I goe a.iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat My Lord. 

King. Good newesor bad , that thou comcftin fo bluntly? 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and fkill his power encrcafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more ncare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied army .* 

Colne , /haue heard that fearf uil commenting, 

A leaden fetuicor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaiie-pac’t beggery, 

1 i Then 
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